AT         THE         MEN     IN         GATE

They crawled off the tower in safety. Back in the
street they made their way along the ramparts of
Ypres. Detachments of British troops lined the canal
on this side, dug into shallow trenches and occupying
houses along the bank from which they kept up an
intermittent fire on the tiny figures of the German
infantry who, at intervals, became visible in the
distance, slowly working their way forward towards
the canal.

Nothing in the nature of a suitable O.P. presented
itself. At length the Major glanced at his watch.

" Time I was getting back to R.H.Q., or 111 be late
for the conference," he said. " I'll have to leave you
to do the best you can."

After he had departed, John continued his search,
walking back along the ramparts towards the Menin
Gate. At last he spotted a tallish house, standing a
little way back from the canal, that looked to have
possibilities. The door was wide open. He stepped
inside.

" Fire ! . . /' shouted a voice from above.

The surprise took him aback. Before he recovered
another voice said : " Through, sir." He laughed at
his scare. The well-known ritual. The house was
already functioning as an O.P.

Upstairs he discovered two other gunner officers
established in an empty top room, with their tele-
phonists squatting on the floor.

" \Vhat, another ? " was the boisterous greeting he
received. " We'll have the entire Royal Regiment
rolling up before long."

" D'you mind if I butt in ? " asked John.

"The more the merrier, my dear chap. Bring a
friend and complete the bridge four/' replied the
younger of the two captains. " What are you ? "

"The 777th/'
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